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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: **I am unsure about uploading further slash to this account. There doesn't seem to be all that many slash fans in this fandom - fair enough, some fandoms don't lend themselves particularly well to that, and HTTYD seems to be one of them. I'd wager more than half the comments I've gotten on my slash stories thus far have the commenter explicitly mentioning they're not a slash fan. However, I'm writing more slash now, and if I don't upload it here I won't be uploading very often. So, does anyone out there like to read this stuff? And more specifically, if I were to write a second part to this particular story, would that interest anyone?

* * *

><p><strong>Five times Astrid kissed Ruffnut, and one time Ruffnut kissed her.<strong>

When they are six, Ruffnut tells Astrid that Tuffnut had heard from some of the older boys that babies came from two people kissing.

"Don't be stupid, that's not how it works," Astrid says.

"How do you know?" Ruffnut counters.

"People kiss a lot! That doesn't make them have babies."

"It might. People who kiss have babies too. I've seen it."

"You're wrong," Astrid insists.

"Am not," Ruffnut says, crossing her arms.

"Are so. Watch." Astrid leans forward and kisses her. When they separate, both girls look at each other for a few seconds, then look down at Ruffnut's belly.

"See!" Astrid cries triumphantly. "You're not going to have baby!"

"That's because you have to be a boy, dummy," Ruffnut says, sticking out her tongue.

"I can do anything a boy can do," Astrid says confidently. "Boys are stupid anyway."

Ruffnut laughs. "Yeah, who needs stupid boys!" Astrid nods and smiles.

* * *

><p>When they are twelve, Ruffnut has already kissed more boys than Astrid thinks she ever will. She likes talking about it, both the kissing and boys in general, and returns to the subject often.<p>

"I'm just saying, I have to be like the best kisser ever by now," Ruffnut tells her.

"You're just arrogant," Astrid says, the annoyance in her voice genuine. She's used to Ruff's boasts about anything and everything, but unlike her friend she doesn't like talking about this stuff.

Ruffnut shrugs, unaffected. "There's gotta be a reason the boys come find me."

Some of the cruder girls their age like to talk about the reasons the boys come find Ruff, but Astrid hasn't heard any of that since she busted one girl's lips last week, so she doesn't bring it up. "I bet you're not all that great."

"Jealous much?" Ruffnut asks, and sticks out her tongue. Her tone is purely friendly though, and Astrid doesn't take it to heart. Ruffnut laughs and says, "Seriously, I probably am pretty awesome."

Partly to shut her up, and partly out of curiosity, Astrid leans forward and kisses her. A few seconds later she pulls away, and almost laughs at the look on Ruff's face. "That wasn't good at all. You didn't even do anything."

Ruffnut flushes and makes a face. "You surprised me," she says, but she also scoots just slightly away from Astrid, and Astrid doesn't try it again.

* * *

><p>When they are fourteen, Astrid spends the night at Ruffnut's house, and in the middle of the night is awoken by her bladder. She slips carefully out of the bed to avoid waking Ruff, creeps just as carefully across the floor to avoid kicking Tuff, and makes her way outside.<p>

When she comes back she finds herself too rested to fall back asleep, but still much too far from dawn to do anything, so she lies in bed and stares at the ceiling. At some point she realizes she has shifted, and is now staring at Ruff, who is much too deeply asleep to notice Astrid's subtle movements. Astrid takes the opportunity to shift closer and experimentally poke her friend in the cheek. Ruffnut doesn't stir. Bolder now, and trying to bite back a grin, Astrid pokes her cheek again, then moves to tap her nose. After a few taps Ruff suddenly snorts, loudly. Astrid jumps, then giggles when she sees that Ruffnut is as deeply asleep as ever. Tuffnut makes a soft, drowsy noise, and Astrid decides she really should keep quiet.

A few minutes later though, she's still staring at Ruff. She feels almost as if she is remembering something she isn't quite sure she really wants to remember. Slowly, gently, she moves forward and brushes her lips across Ruffnut's.

Ruffnut does not stir. Disappointed for reasons she doesn't understand, Astrid rolls over and eventually falls into a restless sleep.

* * *

><p>When they are sixteen, and Hiccup has not yet woken up after the battle with the Green Death, Astrid corners Ruffnut near a barn. No one is around.<p>

"I kissed Hiccup," she tells her.

"Really?" Ruffnut asks, a gleam in her eyes. "And how was that?"

Astrid shrugs. "I don't know. I mean, it was only on the cheek."

"Oh." Ruffnut looks disappointed. "That hardly even counts."

"I know," Astrid says.

"Well, big hero or no, I still think you could do better," Ruffnut says, and her voice is joking.

Astrid doesn't respond to the joke. "Do you?" she asks, and when Ruff merely looks at her in confusion, Astrid closes the distance between them and kisses her friend, a proper kiss this time, the best she knows how to give. And for the first time, Ruffnut's lips move beneath her own, and Astrid feels as though a forge has been lit inside of her, melting and forming her into a new shape. Kissing Hiccup, she knows, could never feel like this. Then the kiss is over, and Ruffnut steps back. Steps away. She won't look at Astrid.

Astrid is right about kissing Hiccup, but she tries anyway.

* * *

><p>When Astrid is nineteen, the last night she will be so, her friends take her out to get her drunk. It would have made more sense to do it the next day, but there's a fishing trip leaving in the morning, and Snotlout and Tuffnut and Fishlegs will all be leaving with it. They celebrate the night before instead, and if they don't succeed in getting Astrid as drunk as they would have liked, everyone has fun trying.<p>

At the end of the night it is Ruffnut who walks Astrid home, since Astrid has no one else to do it anymore. Ruffnut is excited, and probably more drunk than Astrid, and spends most of the time rambling almost incoherently about how exciting it is, about how they're not children anymore, and somehow Astrid leaving her teenage years behind symbolizes that. Astrid doesn't speak. She certainly doesn't feel like an adult, although she knows she has technically been one for a while now. She still feels too young, too unfinished, as though something that developed in everyone else normally stalled in her before it had reached its destination.

Ruffnut almost walks right past Astrid's door, but she stops when Astrid stops, looking only mildly confused. The moonlight is gleaming off her white-gold hair, her eyes are half-lidded and happy, and she is much too drunk to resist. And because Astrid is drunk too and decides on her birthday she can be selfish sometimes, she pulls Ruffnut to her and takes the kiss she knows Ruffnut doesn't want to give. This time she does not hold back. She has learned at lot in three years, and she uses her knowledge to its utmost, teasing Ruff with her lips and teeth and tongue until the other girl is making small noises that Astrid doesn't want to interpret. She feels that same burn that she felt years ago, that she now knows she had always felt, and pulls back. Ruffnut seems to be stuck in the midst of mead fueled confusion. Astrid is partly there herself. She hopes she is not too drunk to forget this in the morning; hopes Ruffnut isn't either, despite the reaction she knows she should expect.

It will be some time before Ruffnut can work through the haze in her mind to propel her feet forward again, and Astrid doesn't wait for her. She slips inside the house and gently closes the door.

* * *

><p>On the first morning Astrid is twenty, she is hungover and in a less than pleasant mood. She does not want to answer the hammering on the door, but whoever it is has been ignoring her hoarse threats, so she drags herself reluctantly through the foyer, trying to decide which of those threats she feels like enacting.<p>

Ruffnut is on the other side of the door. When she sees Astrid she throws her arms around her neck, presses their bodies together, and kisses her.

Astrid, who has a pounding headache and sour breath, does not know what to make of this. Then Ruffnut pulls back just enough to whisper one phrase against Astrid's lips - "I'm sorry" - and suddenly something Astrid only half knew was ajar falls perfectly into place. Suddenly she is kissing Ruffnut. Suddenly her fingers are entangled in Ruff's hair, and Ruff's hands are around her waist, and Astrid no longer feels unfinished. If she was burning before, she is aflame now.

"Oh gods," she moans, and because she can't help it, "You are so _slow!"_

"Shut up," Ruffnut growls, then laughs, and Astrid laughs too. Then her face becomes almost somber, and she says again, "I'm sorry."

Astrid smiles, because it doesn't matter anymore, and strokes Ruff's face until she's smiling too.

"Kiss me," Astrid whispers, and Ruffnut does.


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N:** Thanks to everyone who commented on the previous chapter. To clarify, no one's actually said anything mean on my other slash stories, so sorry if I made it sound that way. I just found it curious that so many people who said they didn't like slash clicked on a story explicitly labeled slash, then apparently liked it enough to comment. And I'm not going to stop writing it. I was just considering limiting the distribution to LiveJournal and deviantART, but you've convinced me to keep putting it here. :)

**ETA: **...And now I have had someone say something rude about the slash! Thanks random jerk!

* * *

><p><strong>Five times Ruffnut was afraid, and one she was brave.<strong>

When they are six, Tuffnut tells Ruffnut that babies are made when two people kiss. She, in turn, tells Astrid, but Astrid doesn't believe her, and kisses Ruff to prove it.

Sure enough, Ruffnut's belly does not swell like she's seen on some of the women. Astrid takes this as a sign that Tuffnut is, once again, just being a stupid boy. Ruffnut kind of thinks Astrid did it wrong, but then they're off to the next game, and she forgets.

Later that evening though, she remembers. She gets nervous, and then she gets scared, because maybe it doesn't matter that Astrid's not a boy, and maybe she did it right after all, and Ruff doesn't want a baby. She's quiet and distracted during dinner, and when their father takes Tuff to the creek for a bath, their mother pulls Ruffnut to the side and asks her what's wrong. Because she scared and wants desperately for her mother to make it right, she tells her the whole story. For some reason her mother's eyes get hard, and she tells Ruff only grownups can have babies, but that she must never do that again. Then she sends her to her room, even though she hasn't done anything wrong.

Ruffnut is in a very bad mood when Tuffnut gets back, and they bicker for some time before their father appears in the doorway and gives them stern glare. Tuff falls asleep soon after that, but Ruff stays up pouting for some time.

* * *

><p>When they are twelve, Ruffnut has discovered exactly how much she likes kissing. There's some other stuff the boys want to do, of course, but she just really, really likes the kissing, and if she gets to dash some boys' expectations along the way, that's just bonus.<p>

Astrid doesn't seem to like kissing as much, or at least she doesn't talk about it. Ruffnut thinks it's just because she hasn't had a good one yet, and that she better get with the program if she ever wants to impress anyone. She likes to tease Astrid about it sometimes, because being annoying is as essential to friendship as anything else, and because there isn't much that Astrid doesn't do better than her. Astrid takes it more or less gracefully, but sometimes less. This is one of those times - Ruffnut can hear it in her voice - but she just can't help pushing Astrid's buttons.

"I bet you're not all that great," Astrid says when she's finally tired of hearing Ruffnut brag about her kissing skills.

"Jealous much?" Ruffnut asks, but she doesn't mean it. She laughs and says, "Seriously, I probably am pretty awesome."

She is completely unprepared when Astrid leans forward and kisses her, both because of the kiss and because of the way her stomach suddenly drops. This is not what she meant when she thought Astrid needed a good kiss, and even if it was some detached part of her realizes this isn't a good kiss anyway. Apparently Astrid thinks so too, because she pulls back.

"That wasn't good at all," she says, looking amused. "You didn't even do anything."

"You surprised me," Ruffnut says, shifting uncomfortably. It's stupid and confusing, because Astrid was just teasing her, but she's suddenly worried she's failed some kind of test, and Astrid's disappointed in her or something. The tension this thought causes in Ruffnut's stomach is annoyingly persistent, and she lets Astrid guide the conversation the rest of the afternoon.

* * *

><p>When they are fourteen, Astrid spends the night, and wakes up the next morning in a very strange mood. She was fine last night when they went to bed, but this morning she's quiet, with an oddly sad expression, and won't meet Ruff's eyes. When it becomes clear this isn't just a case of staying up too late the night before, Ruffnut asks, "Did you have a bad dream?"<p>

"No," Astrid says, and immediately looks as though she wishes she had said yes. And try as she might, Ruff can't get more than two words out of her the rest of the morning.

By the time Astrid heads home, Ruff is in a bit of a panic, because she's never seen Astrid like this before, and she thought she knew Astrid better than anyone. She carefully reviews her behavior the night before, but she can't think of anything she might have done, and anyway Astrid had fallen asleep chatting happily with her. They've shared a bed enough times at this point that she doesn't think she has some nighttime habit that might have annoyed her friend.

Not having any other ideas, she finally decides that Tuff must have done something while she was asleep, and promptly tears into him, even though he insists he's innocent and she's crazy. It gets so bad that their mother sends them to different rooms, like they're little kids or something, and won't let them out until dinner.

Ruffnut remains uneasy until the next day, when Astrid greets her with her usual grin, and then her relief is so great she almost forgets there was a problem at all. Almost.

* * *

><p>When they are sixteen, Astrid corners Ruffnut behind a barn and tells her she kissed Hiccup. Ruffnut is surprised, and intrigued, because as far as she knows Astrid has still never gotten a kiss she wanted to talk about.<p>

"I mean, it was only on the cheek," Astrid said.

"Oh," Ruffnut said, disappointed and now a little confused, because that doesn't seem to warrant mention at all. "That hardly even counts."

"I know," Astrid says.

It occurs to Ruff that the reason Astrid approached her in such a secluded spot isn't really to talk about the kiss, but to talk about what it might mean. Which, if that's the case, good for her, really. Hiccup's a decent guy. Why shouldn't Astrid kiss him? Ruffnut tells herself this, and is unsure why she doesn't really believe it. She tries to think of something encouraging to say, and gives up. "Well, big hero or no, I still think you could do better," she says, making a joke out of it, because it's closer to the truth than she would like.

"Do you?" Astrid asks, looking much too serious for Ruffnut's tone. Ruff looks at her in confusion, and Astrid kisses her, a real kiss. It's sloppy and unsure, but Ruffnut's stomach drops, and she realizes she's returning the kiss without even meaning to. She suddenly knows two things with absolute certainty: Whether she knew it or not, Astrid was not just teasing her with they were twelve, and this is why her mother punished her when she was six.

It's this last thought, combined with the unfamiliar racing of her heart that no previous kiss had inspired, that makes her pull away. She keeps her eyes firmly on the ground, because for some reason she can imagine the hurt, disappointed look on Astrid's face perfectly, as though she's already seen it. Soon enough Astrid walks away, and Ruffnut is alone.

* * *

><p>When Astrid is nineteen, the day before her twentieth birthday, they take her out, nominally to get her drunk, actually to get drunk themselves. Ruffnut very much approaches it that way, and it should really be Astrid walking her home rather than the other way around, but it's Astrid's birthday and Ruff doesn't want her to walk home alone in the dark.<p>

Astrid is quiet on the journey. Ruffnut doesn't mind, or even much notice. She keeps up a steady stream of conversation, most of it drunken rambles even she can't follow, but all of the emotion sincere. She's feeling a mead-fueled rush of affection for pretty much everyone, but for Astrid in particular. Ruffnut has known her since she was a young, adventurous child, through her awkward adolescence, and now she's a mature, beautiful woman. For some reason on this night that progression seems magical, and even if Astrid doesn't respond she can't help but talk about it.

Astrid suddenly stops, and Ruffnut doesn't quite know where they are, but she stops too. Astrid is staring at her strangely, but she's in much too good of a mood to mind, and much too drunk to understand when Astrid puts her hands on Ruff's cheeks and pulls her close. Then Astrid's lips touch hers and she understands everything.

This is nothing like the previous kisses. This is sure and forceful, and Ruffnut can only hold on and follow where Astrid leads. She's whimpering, clutching, and Astrid pulls away, and Ruffnut can only stare at her. It was one of the best kisses of her life, but Astrid does not look pleased. She looks, somehow, resolved. Ruffnut feels there is something she should do, something she should say, but Astrid is inside the house before she can pull her thoughts together enough to do anything.

Ruffnut stumbles her way home, thinking now only of the kiss, and the look on Astrid's face. The realization finally works its way through the alcoholic cloud in her mind when she's halfway through the dining room, and it sends her to the floor. It was a kiss goodbye. Astrid had been waiting for years, and when it became apparent Ruffnut wouldn't give herself, she had taken the kiss as a consolation prize. She had finally given up.

Oh, gods. Fear curdles in her stomach, because she finally understands everything, but Astrid has already given up on her. She has to do something, to make amends, but the effects of the mead are too strong, and blackness overtakes her.

* * *

><p>The morning of Astrid's twentieth birthday, Ruffnut awakes with a gasp. She quickly sits up and bangs her head on the underside of the dining room table. Above her someone yelps in surprise, and then Tuffnut rolls off the table and hits the floor with a cry of pain.<p>

She clambers over him, prompting more pained grunts and curses, but she has no time for him this morning. The only clear thought in her mind is that she has to see Astrid, now. Bits and pieces of the previous night filter back to her as she runs. The almost embarrassed smile on Astrid's face as all her friends toasted her. Her laugh as Snotlout and Tuffnut sang her a truly terrible song. The kiss Ruffnut will never, ever forget. And other, older memories on top of that: Astrid playing in the creek, dirt smudged on her face. Braiding Ruff's hair when she didn't want to do it herself. Climbing trees and skipping stones and comparing weapons and a million other moments that were important because they weren't really important at all.

She stops in front of Astrid's door, knocks, and realizes she has no idea what to do. She almost doesn't want to think about it, because thinking leads to questions she doesn't want to ask herself, like will Astrid forgive her even if she apologizes? After so long, does she even deserve it?

These are other fears gnaw at Ruff as Astrid takes her sweet time answering the door, but she's through being scared. If Astrid can be brave, why can't she?

Astrid finally opens the door, and there's so many things Ruffnut wants to say to her, but she promptly forgets them all and throws her arms around Astrid, kissing her. Astrid almost jerks away in surprise and confusion, and although Ruffnut now knows she could spend the rest of her life doing just this, there's something important to be done. She pulls back and whispers, "I'm sorry."

Astrid looks at her, touches her face, and then surges forward and with a touch of her lips forgives Ruffnut.

"Kiss me," Astrid whispers, and Ruffnut does.


End file.
